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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
POEMS 

LAKE MICHIGAN AT NIGHT 

The lazy ships all lazy lie, 
Quiet against the quiet sky. 
The little silver ship-lights make 
A play of wonder on the lake. 

A mist of smoke that blurs the air 
Is washed with silver everywhere; 
The silver moon, a silvering rose, 
Upon the silvered water glows. 

Each window on the avenue 
Hangs out a star for me and you. 
The silvery winds of dusk awake 
A flute of silver on the lake. 



YOUR NEIGHBOR AND MINE 

Her life was like her quiet dress, 
Her burning soul a quenchless light. 
Mothering her sisters and her brothers 
Who cried for mothering in the night, 
Mothering them she knew 
Not if the sea was blue 
Or the sun in the sky. 
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Your Neighbor and Mine 

She who was like a light — 
Like a thief in the night 
Love passed her by. 
But on the day she came to die 
Death laid her quiet dress away. 
The common room filled with the light 
Of her bright soul. That night 
The neighbors did not stoop to pray 
Marvelling at the light. 



THE OLD MAN 

I am old now, 

I am very old. 

The sleep has come upon me 

And my words. Today 

Have I given all away. 

Nor will I join in the talk 

Of the old men in the park, 

Tapping their canes around the well. 

I have forgotten many things 

For I am old, 

Being cloaked in twilight. 

I will stuff my pipe with stars 

And go to sleep. 
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